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VOX  POPULI 

The  Status  of  the  Engineer 

Where  does  the  engineer  fit  into  the 
present  scheme  of  things  ? 

To  what  extent  is  the  engineer  re- 
sponsible for.  the  social  consequences 
of  his  inventions  and  schemings? 

How  often  these  questions  have  been 
asked  and  how  increasingly  important 
do  they  become  in  this  chaos  of  Ac- 
celerated Science  in  which  we  must 
find  our  way ! ! 

The  engineer  is  the  translator  of 
thoughts  into  action,  of  abstruse  theo- 
ries into  realities.  He  creates  material 
wealth  from  raw  material,  harnesses 
mighty  torrents  to  serve  mankind,  re- 
leasing humanity  from  the  bondage  of 
slavery.  Without  the  services  of  the 
engineer,  men  would  still  be  living  in 
caves  and  clubbing  each  other  with 
rocks,  (which  has  its  points,  but  I 
don’t  like  rare  sirloin  and  besides 
Nature  in  the  raw  is  seldom  mild!). 

How  does  it  happen  then  that  in  the 
midst  of  plenty,  people  are  starving : 
and  in  this  Machine  Age  people  are 
still  existing  in  virtual  slavery.  Has 
the  machine  gotten  out  of  control  of  its 
creators?  Could  its  creators  not  have 
foreseen  the  dangers  and  prevented 
them  ? Or  should  we  scrap  the  whole 
thing  and  go  back  to  the  good  old  days, 
when  men  were  men,  etc.,  etc.  ? 

No ! The  cause  and  the  solution  both 
belong  to  the  engineer.  Because  he  has 
steadfastly  refused  to  take  any  respon- 
sibility for  the  social  consequences  of 
his  work,  because  he  disdains  to  be- 
come “mixed  up’’  with  or  even  mildly 
interested  in  the  government  of  his 
country,  because  he  confines  himself 
within  the  narrow  limits  of  his  pro- 
fession, because  he  will  not  co-operate 
to  secure  effective  control  of  his  pro- 
fession, its  products  and  their  exploita- 
tion, he  has  relegated  himself  to  the 
class  of  a paid  hireling  (and  darn 
poorly  paid  at  that!). 

He  is  powerless  to  control  his  in-  | 
ventions.  He  is  paid  to  invent  and  to 
Hades  with  him  if  he  tries  to  interfere 
with  their  exploitation  by  the  financier 
whose  main  object  in  life  is  $ $ $ with  | 
a capital  D.  If  one  engineer  won’t  con' 
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form  there  is  always  another  ready  to 
sell  his  soul  for  the  almighty  dollar. 

The  profession  is  in  such  a deplorable 
state  as  a result  of  this  cutthroat  com- 
petition that  the  graduating  engineer 
can  hardly  be  blamed  for  succumbing 
to  the  old,  old,  order  and  accepting  the 
first  job  that  comes  along  regardless 
of  the  salary  and  other  conditions, 
attached.  (He  has  to  eat,  just  like  any- 
one else.)  The  poor  devil  probably  has 
to  allow  himself  to  be  beaten  down  to 
12  bucks  per  week  (Re  depression, 
y’know ; and  besides  thing  of  the  won- 
derful opportunity  for  advancement,  (in 
about  20  years  or  sol),  and  all  the 
while  you’re  getting  valuable  experi- 
ence, real  practical  experience,  my  boy ! 
And  of  course  $12  is  better  than  noth- 
in'). And  this  after  spending  some 
$2,000  and  4 long  years  slogging 
through  University ! 

What  is  wrong  with  the  Engineers  ? 
Are  they  not  sufficiently  interested  in 
their  own  welfare  to  eliminate  these 
abuses?  Why  do  they  not  unite  and 
enforce  reasonable  demands  to  prevent 
exploitation  of  themselves  and  their 
ability.  They  arc  responsible  for  con- 
ceiving and  accomplishing  the  many 
material  benefits  of  science,  and  yet  it 
is  not  he,  hardworking  soul,  who  bene- 
fits but  the  aptly-named  non-producers, 
the  financier,  the  salesmen,  the  dis- 
tributor. 

(Continued  on  Page  2) 


No.  4 


CHRISTMAS— AND  AFTER 

The  Christmas  Season  again  comes 
around.  Has  it  come  more  quickly  or 
more  suddenly?  It  seems  to  have  done 
so,  but  one  wonders  why.  Is  it  because 
of  the  mild  weather  of  this  beautiful 
Autumn  ? Perhaps.  Is  it  because  we  are 
older,  a year  older?  It  is  said  that,  as 
one  grows  older,  the  years  seemingly 
pass  more  quickly,  especially  if  they 
arc  crowded  with  more  work  or  a 
greater  diversity  of  work. 

Do  the  years  pass  more  quickly  for 
the  fourth  year  man  than  for  the  first 
year  man  ? Not  that  the  freshman’s 
year,  while  fast,  makes  the  fourth  year 
man's  faster,  surely!  To  solve  this  prob- 
lem, if  it  is  such,  we  may  have  to  use 
a coefficient  with  the  formula : — Speed 
X Age.  There  is  something  for  you  to 
think  about  during  your  Christmas  holi- 
days ; if  you  try  to  solve  it,  think  about 
the  coefficient,  for  there  must  be  one. 

You  will  do  many  things  during  your 
holiday  and  there  will  be  a diversity. 
You  will  be  confronted  with  a multi- 
plicity of  wants,  apart  from  Christmas 
presents,  a tip  on  which  the  family  and 
your  intimate  friends  probably  already 
have.  Concerning  your  many  other 
wants,  you  will  doubtless  be  called  upon 
to  make  definite  decisions. 

Your  desires,  resolved  into  gentle 
and  perhaps  artful  demands,  may  ex- 
ceed the  supply ; may  be  it  will  be  the 
other  way  about.  In  either  case  then: 
is  bound  to  be  a favourable  trade  bal- 
ance. One  can  imagine  it  may  be  a 
trade  balance  if  it  is  exchange  of 
Christmas  presents  or  by  contrast,  a 
social  balance  if  it  is  a good  time  at 
dinners,  parties  or  dances. 

You  certainly  will  be  confronted  with 
problems  during  your  holiday,  just  as 
you  have  been  the  past  three  months. 
Leaving  out  any  thought  of  preparing 
for  the  January  examinations,  for  one 
is  most  reluctant  to  bring  those  up  at 
such  a time  as  this,  you  certainly  will 
have  decisions  to  make.  They  will  not 
he  controlled  so  much  by  the  money 
you  may  have  available  to  spend — like 
the  hungry  man  at  the  lunch  counter 
with  only  half  a dollar — but  by  the 
(Continued  on  Page  6) 
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’TWAS  FOUR  MONTHS 
BEFORE  APRIL 

Here  it  is  practically  the  night  before 
Christmas.  No  work  done.  The  exams 
start  in  less  than  four  months.  And 
here  I am  writing  trash  for  the  Toikie 
Oike.  As  a matter  of  fact  I am  still 
waiting  for  Sadie  Hawkins  to  phone 
me,  so  how  can  I concentrate  while 
listening  for  the  telephone?  The  only 
thing  to  do  now  is  to  go  off  by  my- 
self and  find  a cave  where  there  is  a 
little  peace  and  I can  write  a letter  to 
Mr.  S.  Claus.  Who  knows,  he  may 
bring  me  a nice  rocking  horse  to  ride 
into  Thermo.  Lab.,  or  I may  even  get 
the  gong. 

While  chinning  myself  on  the  back 
fence  last  night  with  the  alley  cat,  he 
told  me  that  he  wanted  a pair  of  shees 
for  going  down  hill  with.  I told  him 
that  he  had  better  take  up  squarsh 
where  he  can  monopolise  the  racket  and 
the  snow  won’t  bother  him. 

The  year  dances  have  been  coming 
thick  and  fast  during  the  past  few  days. 
It  would  seem  that  the  power  supply  out 
Sunny  Side  way  is  rather  deficient,  as 
one  light  seems  to  be  all  that  the  Blvd. 
Club  can  maintain  for  us  40  beerers. 
However,  as  seen  by  the  dawn’s  early 
light  a good  time  was  enjoyed  by  all. 
Novelists  discussed  together 
Metaphysics  and  the  weather, 
Claret,  sandwiches,  and  sin; 
While  the  painters  and  musicians 
Shyly  mentioned  their  ambitions 
And  the  women  drank  it  in. 

There  must  have  been  an  arts  man 
somewhere  in  the  gloom,  or  the  above 
would  never  have  come  into  being,  ex- 
cept perhaps  for  the  odd  word. 

Well,  since  hello  is  what  good-bye 
is  better  than,  and  the  way  to  prevent 
milk  from  turning  sour  is  to  keep  it 
in  the  cow,  if  Uncle  Wiggle  does  not 
contract  alcohol  poisoning  over  the 
holidays,  the  T.O.  may  slide  again. 
Have  a happy  Christmas  exam,  and 
remember  there  are  lots  more  coming. 


She’s  only  an  optician’s  daughter — 
two  glasses  and  she  makes  a spectacle 
of  herself. 


VOX  POPULI 

(Continued  from  Page  1) 

The  Doctors,  the  Lawyers,  the 
Architects,  even  the  labouring  class,  all 
protect  themselves  and  maintain  their 
integrity  by  means  of  unions  whose 
authority  is  guaranteed  by  law. 

Except  for  a few  select  and  hence 
relatively  ineffective  societies,  the  en- 
gineering profession  shows  a woeful 
lack  of  co-operation  to  secure  a decent 
wage  scale,  eliminate  the  instability  of 
industry,  and  to  maintain  its  integrity, 
which  is  sadly  absent.  (Witness  the 
huge  production  of  “inferior”  goods,  the 
patent  drug  racket,  “skimped”  construc- 
tion jobs,  etc.,  etc.) 

There  are  probably  garbage  collectors 
getting  better  salaries  than  most 
draughtsmen!  We  would  certainly  like 
to  see  this  year’s  graduating  class  set 
themselves  a minimum  wage  limit.  But 
that  would  be  the  grossest  folly,  for 
this  society  of  ours  is  built  up  on  com- 
petition, not  co-operation,  and  the  surest 
way  to  get  eliminated  is  to'  stick  out 
the  old  neck  by  not  competing. 

Many  people  will  object  to  this  on 
the  grounds  that  it  is  undemocratic 
(Woikers  of  de  Woild,  Yewnitell), 
and  on  the  basis  that  competition  is  the 
life-blood  of  business.  However,  few 
will  deny  that  unrestricted  and  cut- 
throat competition  is  much  more  un- 
democratic by  a long  shot  and  that  co- 
operation is  the  only  solution. 

Thus  it  appears  that  the  only  course 
open  to  us  is  to  exert  our  influence  as 
a profession  upon  the  government  of 
our  country  (and  it  is  significant  that 
without  democracy  this  would  be  im- 
possible). 

Too  long,  engineers  have  sat  back 
and  left  the  governing  to  the  politicians, 
contenting  themselves  with  the  thought 
that  politics  always  was  a “dirty”  game 
and  as  usual,  complaining  like  stuck 
pigs  when  the  government  did  not 
satisfy  them.  That  condition  will  per- 
sist until  enough  men  with  guts  enough 
to  set  things  right,  get  on  with  the  job 
and  the  only  way  that  can  happen  is 
for  each  engineer  to  assume  his  respon- 
sibility as  a citizen. 

Very  few  engineers  have  taken  a 
prominent  place  in  politics.  However,  a 
good  example  is  afforded  by  the  work 
of  the  Department  of  Transport  at 
Ottawa  under  the  Hon.  C.  D.  Howe, 
who  is  an  engineer. 

The  machine  can  be  controlled  for 
the  common  good,  and  who  is  better 
able  to  control  it  than  its  producer  ? 

Let’s  see  Schoolmen  get  busy  and 
lead  this  movement. 

We  hope  to  have  other  engineers  dis- 
cuss this  and  related  problems,  and  will 
be  glad  to  hear  your  comments. 


SCIENCE  SPEAKESSAYS 

DrJ  Iwenowentz  Pphapzapski  again 
triumphs.  Eminent  professor  announces 
fool-proof  method  for  effectively  re- 
moving the  carboniferous  deposit  so 
commonly  found  on  the  surface  of  toast- 
ed bread.  His  method  entirely  eliminates 
the  disagreeable  taste  generally  asso- 
ciated with  this  breakfast  food. 

After  years  of  careful  research  with 
thousands  of  specimens,  the  following 
treatment  was  evolved: — The  slice  is 
held  in  a horizontal  plane,  and  the 
underside  scraped  with  a knife  or  other 
handy  blade.  That  is  all. 

Such  a method  allows  the  burnt  par- 
ticles to  drop  away  from  the  parent 
piece,  instead  of  settling  back  into  its 
interstices. 

Isn’t  Science  wonderful?  Answer 
next  week. 

A new  technique  in  the  ancient  craft 
of  bridge  building  has  lately  come  to 
the  fore  as  two  prominent  members  of 
a well-known  engineering  guild  con- 
structed a new  span,  embodying  a few 
of  their  revolutionary  ideas  (these 
were  held  together,  of  course,  by  a few 
bits  of  wire). 

In  a recent  interview  the  above- 
mentioned  two  revealed  that  a few  of 
the  design  details  liad  not  as  yet  been 
ironed  out;  in  fact  they  are  at  a loss 
to  know  exactly  which  member  was  re- 
sponsible for  keeping  the  central  span 
in  a state  of  suspension.  The  structure 
has  been  carefully  dismantled  in  an 
effort  to  determine,  if  possible,  the  key 
to  its  success. 

Notwithstanding,  their  handiwork 
has  been  termed  the  nth  wonder  of  the 
world  (where  n is  very,  very  large) 
and  thousands  came  from  afar  to  view 
it.  How  proud  we  should  be  to  have 
a chance  to  mingle  with  these  great 
engineers. 

Geography  Section : — 

It  is  recorded  that  a noted  student 
of  Geology,  a veritable  master  of  the 
Science,  and,  incidentally,  having  a 
great  sense  of  beauty,  wras  visiting  the 
Grand  Canyon  in  Arizona  to  fill  In 
the  only  remaining  gap  in  his  huge 
store  of  knowledge.  As  he  and  his 
companion  looked  out  upon  the  vast 
spectacle  from  a point  of  vantage,  a 
mile  above  the  canyon  floor,  nine  miles 
from  the  opposite  bank,  and  as  they 
viewed  the  mountains  beneath  them  and 
the  magnificent  colouring  on  all  sides, 
he  turned  and  in  the  following  words 
disclosed  his  reaction  to  the  awe-in- 
spiring scene  : — “W-w-w-e-11,  isn’t  that 
one  hell  of  a gash!” 

IVonderful  ATatnrc : — She  gives  us  our 
faces  but  lets  us  pick  our  own  teeth. 
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SPORTOIKE 

The  fire  in  the  big  grate  had  burned 
low.  The  candles  guttered  and  hot  wax 
fell  xm  the  huge  table— fell  among  litter- 
ed piles  of  Christmas  nuts  and  grapes 
and  dates— fell  with  the  slanting  sweep- 
ing shadow  across  the  spreading  table, 
lately  groaning  ’neath  loads  of  nut 
brown  turkey  and  grouse ; creamy 
sauces,  sage  and  crisp-dried  parsley ; 
red- warm  cranberries,  jellies  and  nuts. 
Now  the  Christmas  feast  was  over,  and 
gathered  round  the  Christmas  tree, 
laden  with  gifts  and  candles  and  spark- 
ling specks  of  tinsel,  were  the  three 
little  Toikes,— Jerry,  Jo  and  Jeeps;  and 
deep  in  his  big  red  armcliair,  smiling 
and  contentedly  surveying  his  brood,  sat 
Uncle  Nick,  delicately  sipping  from  his 
ten-gallon  flask. 

The  thrill  of  opening  presents  was 
over.  They  lay  strewn  all  about  the 
tree,  stripped  of  their  red  and  silver 
wrappings.  Jerry  had  long  since  tired 
of  smacking  Jo  on  the  button  to  try 
out  his  new  lacrosse  stick;  and  Jeep’s 
arms  were  weary  from  testing  his  box- 
ing gloves  on  Jerry’s  snozzle.  Jo 
had  bored  Uncle  Nick  to  tears  telling 
him  how  he  had  backed  up  School’s 
line  against  Meds  and  how  on  that  cold 
and  windy  day,  fated  to  be  Meds’,  he 
had  fought  and  driven  all  to  no  avail. 

So  now  Uncle  Nick  settled  back  in 
his  chair  and  took  a slug  from  his 
flask  (which  Jeeps  had  refilled)  and 
with  a twinkle  in  his  eye  (as  eyes  will 
twinkle  when  a story  is  to  be  told)  re- 
counted as  follows : — 

“So  you  think  Meds  are  tough!  Well, 
Jo  my  lad,  it  was  in  1886,  or  was  it 
1885?  Let’s  see, — yes,-  hum,  1885  the 
Dean  and  I — well,  we  won’t  go  into 
that,  yes  1886.  It  was  Meds  and  School 
for  the  Mulock  Cup.  The  afternoon  was 
cold  and  snowy.  Did  I say  snowy?  Jo! 
my  boy,  there  was  ten  feet  of  snow  on 
the  back  campus  that  day  (that’s  after 
it  had  been  swept  off,  of  course)  and 
around  the  field  the  snow  stood — • — ” 
Jo,  with  innocent  blue  eyes  upturned 
to  Uncle  Nick,  murmured,  “Yes,  Uncle 
Nick,  how  high?”  Uncle  Nick  blushed, 
even  blushed  through  the  ruddy  glow 
of  his  nose,  took  another  sip  from  his 
flask,  wiped  his  mouth  (Jeeps  having 
already  wiped  his  vest  and  pants)  and 
continued— “The  Meds  were  really 

scurvy  knaves  in  those  days,  my  boys. 
They  used  to  carry  huge  flagons  filled 
with  slimy  dead  frogs  and  cats’  guts 
in  their  football  pants  and  when  the 
enemy  started  an  end  run  they  would 
swash  the  slimy  stuff  under  the  feet 
of  a runner  and  he  would  slide  on 
his  heels,  skid  on  his  pants  and  have 
a nervous  breakdown.  But  this  day  was 
really  cold  and  as  they  whipped  the 
jars  from  their  pockets  they  pulled 


great  patches  of  skin  from  their  pants 
and  as  they  emptied  them  the  stuff 
froze  solid  in  the  air,  forming  great 
handles  which  the  skuldudgers  imme- 
diately used  for  slugging  good  School- 
men over  the  bean”. 

in  the  silence  a log  fell  in  the  hearth, 
a stray  chestnut  cracked  merrily  in  the 
glowing  ashes ; and  through  the  crystal 
star-specked  window  panes  you  could 
see  a horse  and  cutter  packing  over  the 
snow-deep  hills,  and  you  could  hear 
the  cheery  bells  as  they  swung  on  the 
still,  crisp  air. 

Uncle  Nick’s  eyes  were  dancing  with 
excitement  as  he  groped  for  his  flask 
and  continued, — 

"I  was  quarterback  for  School.  It 
was  3-0  for  Meds  in  the  last  quarter. 
We  were  desperate.”  Uncle  Nick  lean- 
ed forward  in  excitement.  “In  the 
huddle  I suggested  that  I dig  a tunnel 
down  under  the  Meds  line  and  up  be- 
hind the  goal  posts,  in  fact  I had  al- 
ready done  this  very  thing  when  one 
of  the  boys  pointed  out  that  according 
to  the  new  . 1886  rules  that  would  be 
running  illegal  interference.  So  I filled 
up  the  tunnel  again,  by  which  time  the 
referee  had  called  second  down  on  us 
for  taking  too  long  in  a huddle.  What 
to  do?  We  formed  our  split-back  for- 
mation. (I  was  always  the  guy  who 
had  his  back  split.)  We  charged, 
charged  hard  for  the  centre  of  the 
Meds’  line.  We  piled  into  a tangling 
mass  of  writhing  players,  the  snow 
spurting  from  our  lashing  heels.  I had 
the  ball.  In  the  swirling  mass  I cram- 
med the  ball  into  one  of  the  Meds’ 
flagons.” 

Uncle  Nick  stopped.  Jo  handed  him 
his  flask;  but  Uncle  Nick  waved  it 
away  and  drew  from  the  auxiliary  stock- 
in  his  left  cheek. 

“That,  my  boys,  was  the  greatest 
play  in  the  history  of  the  game.  1 
grabbed  the  flagon  by  the  frozen  froggy 
handle,  and  slung  it  far  down  the  field 
over  the  Meds’  goal  line  where  a 
Schoolinan  stood  waiting.  Down,  down 
it  zoomed,  and  then,  just  as  it  reached 
his  hands  it  swung  up  the  field  like  a 
boomerang  and  sailed  right  back  to  my 
very  hands.  Quick  as  a flash,  I sized 
the  situation  up  and  this  time  flung  it 
the  other  way,  far  over  our  own  goal 
line,  while  I raced  the  other  way  over 
the  Meds’  line  where,  sure  enough, 
after  describing  a complex  hyperboloid 
of  siezmentation  the  ball  and  flagon  fell 
into  my  arms.  School  was  victorious- 
over  Meds  in  the  greatest  plajr  of  the 
• century  1” 

Uncle  Nick  sank  back  in  his  chair, 
exhausted,,  old  memories  flooding  his 
mind  arid  now,  alas,  old  gin  flooding 

his  belly. 


Sitting  at  his  feet,  Jerry,  Jo  and 
Jeeps,  their  large  blue  eyes  gazing  at 
Uncle  Nick,  now  turned,  and  Jerry 
looked  at  Jo,  Jo  looked  at  Jeeps  and 
Jeeps  looked  at  Jerry.  Jerry  rose,  and 
selecting  with  great  care  his  new  rapier 
advanced  on  ruddy,  pudgy  Uncle  Nick; 
and  Jo,  being  a good  little  Engineer, 
showed  great  ingenuity  by  creeping 
around  the  back  and  slugging  the  un- 
suspecting Uncle  Nick  on  the  bean  with 
his  brand  new  black-jack  that  Aunt 
Fanny  Nick  had  given  him;  while  Jerry, 
now  ready,  plugged  the  old  reprobate 
straight  through  the  belly. 

A log  cracked.  Uncle  Nick  awoke 
with  a start,  the  sweat  pouring  from 
his  brow.  But  all  was  quiet,  the  quiet 
homely  peace  of  Christmas  afternoon. 
Past  the  windows  large  soft  flakes  were 
drifting  through  the  blue  of  the  slanting 
sun,  and  the  stuffy  smell  of  roasted  nuts 
and  cedar  hung  gently  like  lingering 
perfume.  Uncle  Nick  saw  Jerry,  Jo  and 
Jeeps  sleeping  like  quiet  lambs  huddled 
agains  tthe  Christmas  tree — and  small 
wonder!  Uncle -Nick’s  flask  was  drained 
to  the  last  drop! 


ELECTRICAL  CLUB 

Democracy,  she  is  wonderful ! The 
old  club  has  been  rolling  along  guided 
by  the  suggestions  and  ideas  of  its  mem- 
bers, which  is  all  as  it  should  be.  The 
Bowling  Night  developed  a lot  of  star 
ball  players,  and  one  lad  even  managed 
to  hit  pins  in  two  alleys  at  once!  The 
rollerskating  was  a riot  for  those  who 
turned  out — and  I do  mean  a riot.  It 
took  nerve  as  well  as  skill  to  make 
headway  on  that  floor. 

What  with  New  Year's  Eve  coming 
on  December  31st,  and  the  School 
Formal  on  January  20th,  we  figure  your 
finances  will  be  rather  low  after  the 
holidays.  So  we  plan  a smoker  with  an 
A-l  technical  speaker.  (His  name  is 
as  secret  as  that  of  the  orchestra  for 
the  Formal.) 

So  best  of  luck  to  Department  7 till 
the  New  Year,  and  don’t  let  anyone 
beat  you  to  the  draw  at  Christmas 
dinner. 

W.  W.  Rapsf.y 

HURRY 
30  doz. 

Christmas  Cards 
Left 

Eng.  Soc.  Office 
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ALLEY  CAT 

CONSULTING  ENGINEER 

No.  900  7/8  Jan.  1,  1492 

On  the  Structure  of  the  Nickel-Tripeum 
Scattium  Alloys 
by 

Attaboi  Igotcha  McShort  (1)  and 
Oikdoki  Hotchacha  Whistlebritches  (2) 

Specimens  of  a range  of  these  alloys 
were  rejected  by  the  S.P.S.  project  for 
tiie  Provision  of  Pork  for  Mohamme- 
dans, owing  to  excessive  wear  when 
subjected  to  the  pig’s  bristle  test  de- 
veloped by  Sayzer  (3)  and  O yeah  (4). 
When  the  tests  on  the  new  specimens 
were  complete  (5)  it  was  found  that 
the  figures  obtained  were  too  difficult 
to  work  out  and  that  multiplication  was 
very  complicated,  as  none  of  the  figures 
in  the  top  line  cancelled  out  with  the 
bottom  line.  Pieces  were  therefore 
chiselled  off  the  pieces  rejected  by  the 
S.P.S.  P.P.P.M.  and  further  tests 
were  made. 

Close  agreement  was  found  between 
the  expansion  of  the  crystal  lattices  and 
that  of  specimens  consisting  of  com- 
posite masses  of  tripeum  such  as  were 
used  by  Uraliar  (6)  and  Donbeleevya 
(7)  who  carried  out  similar  experi- 
ments. 

The  addition  of  scattium  to  the  nickel 
lattice  has  two  effects : 

(a)  We  could  not  get  any  results. 

(b)  If  we  had  any  results  they  could 
not  be  mangled  successfully  to 
agree  with  any  other  results. 

No  change  in  structure  took  place 
at  the  temperature  of  magnetic  trans- 
formation ; the  fore-centered  structure 
persisted  from  room  temperature  up  to 
800° C (8).  Whistlebritches  states  that 
this  disappoints  him  as  he  had  hoped 
that  the  ultimate  exposure  of  his 
mother-in-law  would  be  altered  by  its 
ultimate  exposure  to  high  temperatures. 

An  ageing  test  of  15  months’  dura- 
tion on  an  alloy  containing  90%  scat- 
tium showed  that  no  consistent  change 
occurred  in  the  lattice  parameter  over 
the  whole  period  and  that  no  ageing 
effect  occurs.  Whistlebritches  mentions 
that  the  same  effect  has  been  observed 


with  women  between  the  ages  of  22- 
42  years. 

About  this  time,  Whistlebritches  dis- 
appeared from  the  laboratory,  but  as 
his  comparisons  were  becoming  odiously 
personal,  the  investigations  were  con- 
tinued without  his  aid.  Lattice  para- 
meters were  measured  at  different  tem- 
peratures and  from  the  parameter,  tem- 
perature relationships  curves  were  de- 
duced showing  effect  of  temperature 
on  the  coefficient  of  thermal  expansion. 
Owing  to  the  author  burning  his  hand 
picking  up  a piece  of  the  hot  metal,  the 
atmosphere  of  the  room  rose  by 
0.00006  7/8  °C  (or  F according  to 
whether  the  thermometer  was  upside 
down  or  not)  owing  to  heated  words 
used.  The  curves  are  therefore  slightly 
imperfect  but  they  have  been  instru- 
mental in  winning  the  football  pool  for 
the  last  3 weeks  (9).  At  a particular 
temperature  the  value  suddenly  in- 
creases to  a point  which  on  further  in- 
crease of  temperature  remained  con- 
stant. This  was  when  Whistlebritches 
kicked  the  thermometer. 

The  thermal  hysterisis  effect  is  also 
clearly  shown  and  has  proved  useful 
to  the  U.  of  T.  Zoological  Society  to 
determine  when  hyenas  will  laugh  (10). 
Values  are  given  for  the  lattice  para- 
meters of  the  pure  d-  and  y-phases  at 
different  temps,  but  the  author  will  re- 
frain from  expanding  on  the  subject  as 
he  really  knows  nothing  about  it. 

In  the  y-alloys  it  was  observed  that 
the  maximum  becomes  rather  more  or 
less  pronounced  as  the  temperature  is 
raised,  and  that  with  increase  in  tem- 
perature it  is  displaced  in  the  direction 
of  the  wy  (why?).  In  the  d-alloys  the 
form  of  the  curves  is  opposite  in  direc- 
tion. 

To  check  this  result  further  x-ray 
analysis  was  made,  when  it  was  found 
that  the  hard  lump  in  the  middle  was 
a new  6 cent  nickel  which  Whistle- 
britches swiped  from  me.  Further  check 
showed  a high  carbon  content,  and  it 
was  therefore  concluded  that  he  had 
fallen  into  the  melting  furnace.  It  was 
therefore  decided  to  recommence  the 
investigations  sooner  or  later. 


Don’t  Forget  January  5th 


CIVIL-MINER  DANCE 


Royal  York  Supper  Dance 


INDUSTRIAL  CHEMICAL 
CLUB 

The  third  meeting  of  the  Club  is 
still  very  fresh  in  our  memories.  The 
sound  pictures  by  Johns-Manville  were 
very  popular  and  instructive.  Mr.  Honey 
was  certainly  capable  of  answering  our 
questions. 

Do  you  realize  that  our  Club  has  a 
double  life?  This  year,  each  of  us  has 
become  a member  of  the  Toronto 
Chemical  Association,  which  means  that 
we  have  two  meetings  to  attend  each 
month.  Your  representative  receives  the 
notices  and  you’ll  find  that  the  program 
are  well  worth  while,  and  always  in- 
clude refreshments ! 

Our  activities  for  the  new  year  are 
already  under  way.  First,  and  Second 
years  are  to  take  a trip.  Arrangements 
will  soon  be  made  and  we  expect  it  to 
be  a soap  factory.  Here’s  your  chance 
to  see  what  the  stuff  is  made  of.  On 
January  12th,  we’ll  have  our  next 
Dinner  meeting.  The  speaker,  Mr. 
Cyril  Tasker,  from  the  Ontario  Re- 
search Foundation,  will  tell  us  about 
his  own  special  subject — “Air  Condi- 
tioning”— Mr.  Tasker  is  also  famous 
for  his  “Little  Albert”  series. 

As  a special  feature  at  our  dinners, 
we  invite  past  graduates  who  are  now 
employed  in  various  industries.  This 
affords  our  major  contact  with  the 
practical  world  outside.  Come  and  make 
a point  of  meeting  these  men  person- 
ally. 

Well — have  a Merry  Christmas  and 
we’ll  make  it  a Happy  New  Year ! ! 

Hugh  R.  Green, 

Chairman. 


CIVIL  CLUB 

The  Civil  Club  held  their  first 
Smoker  on  Wednesday,  November  30th, 
1938.  The  speaker  was  one  of  our  own 
Graduates — Mr.  J.  M.  Breen  of  the 
Canada  Cement  Company,  Limited.  It 
was  an  extremely  interesting  and  in- 
structive talk  on  “Cement  and  Con- 
crete” and  was  well  illustrated  with 
slides.  He  also  gave  us  a general  idea 
of  the  recent  road  construction  pro- 
gram in  Germany,  and  the  evening  was 
rounded  off  with  an  uproarious  debate, 
the  issue  of  which  has  not  yet  been 
settled. 

We  are  holding  our  yearly  dance 
with  the  Miners  the  night  of  the  last 
exam,  Thursday,  January  5th,  at  the 
Royal  York  Supper  Dance.  This  is  a 
novel  idea  and  one  we  hope  will  prove 
satisfactory.  We  feel  that  the  band  is 
much  better  and  besides  they  serve 
popcorn ! Please  try  and  give  your 
reservations  to  your  representatives  be- 
fore School  closes. 

A Merry  Christmas  to  all  and  to  all 
a good  night ! 


Russ  Rule 
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CHRISTMAS— AND  AFTER 

(Continued  from  Page  1) 
actual  time  you  may  have  at  your  dis- 
posal during  the  holidays:  16  days;  388 
hours. 

The  college  man  who  is  turned  out 
from  lecture  rooms  and  laboratories 
next  Saturday  is  truly  to  be  pitied,  be- 
cause he  will  just  not  know  what  to  do 
with  himself.  He  will  suddenly  be  con- 
fronted with  so  many  things  to  do,  that 
he  either  wants  to  do,  has  planned  to 
do,  has  promised  to  do  or  just  simply 
has  to  do,  that  he  will  be  in  worse 
plight  than  the  hungry  man  before  the 
lunch  counter — wants  which  require 
immediate  satisfaction,  competitive 
wants,  recurring  wants,  substitution 
wants  or  complementary  wants ! One 
wouldn’t  know  which  would  exert  the 
greater  resultant  force.  It  is  a good 
wager,  however,  that  any  two  may 
easily  form  a couple,  any  three  can 
have  moments  taken  about  them  and 
any  four  will  provide  a resultant  that 
will  pass  through  the  Christmas  Din- 
ner Table. 

Christmas  dinners  have  been  a part 
of  the  Christmas  festive  season  and  its 
traditions,  for  centuries.  Hospitality, 
good-will,  generosity,  cheeriness,  jest 
and  jollity,  all  go  with  them.  Four 
hundred  years  ago  one  of  our  English 
ancestors  wrote : — 

“At  Christmas,  play  and  make  good 
cheer, 

For  Christmas  comes  but  once  a 
year.” 

Let  us  not  forget  that  it  is  just  four 
hundred  and  three  years  ago  that  the 
first  Christmas  was  celebrated  in  Can- 
ada, by  Jacques  Cartier  and  his  men 
at  Quebec,  and  they  had  a thanksgiving 
divine  service  and  a bounteous  dinner 
on  board  his  ship  at  anchor,  though 
fast  in  the  ice. 

So  then,  when  ten  days  hence,  after 
you  have  given  praise  and  thanksgiving 
in  your  church  at  home  (remember  it 
comes  on  Sunday  this  year),  you,  too, 
will  sit  down  at  the  family  board.  Let 
us  hope  you,  with  all  the  family,  will 
be  there,  an  unbroken  circle,  for  it  may 
not  be  given  you  many  times  to  be  all 
together  when  the  boys  are  away  at 
college  and  their  engineering,  and  the 
girls  are  getting  married. 

You  know  you  can  make  a diagram 
and  curve  of  almost  anything.  Try 
making  a plan  of  your  family  dinner 
table  on  Christmas  this  year  when  you 
are  all  home,  with  a curve  below  show- 
ing degrees  of  joy  or  satisfaction 
plotted  against  time, — hours  or  minutes. 
One  cannot  anticipate  the  curve  al- 
though one  could  guess  about  what 
form  it  would  take ; try  it  for  any  one 
of  your  holidays  if  you  like. 


The  plan,  however,  might  readily  be 
drawn  like  this,  for  instance : — 


F 


M K J M 


M 
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As  for  the  curve  of  joy  or  satisfac- 
tion, you  will  just  have  to  make  it  your- 
self, but  we  will  set  it  up  in  blank  and 
you  can  fill  it  in.  It  can  be  “seasoned 
to  taste” — mother  or  sister  will  be  sure 
to  have  something  to  contribute  in  this : 


i 

20  30 

Minutes 


40 


"Christmas — and  After”  applies  not 
only  to  the  next  day  or  the  next  week ; 
it  can  be  projected  to  five,  ten,  twenty 
years.  How  would  you  like  to  try  fanci- 
ful diagrams  for  your  own  family 
Christmas  dinner  table  twenty  years 
hence  when  you  are  happy,  successful 
engineers?  I leave  that  also  to  you! 

A Merry  Christmas  to  you  all  and 
a Bright  New  Year,  full  of  Good 
Fortune. 

C.  H.  Mitchell, 
Dean. 

15th  December,  1938. 


MINING  AND  METALLURGICAL 
CLUB 

Since  the  last  issue,  the  club  has  had 
a very  successful  dinner  in  the  Great 
Hall  of  Hart  House.  Dr.  Joliffe  of  the 
Geological  Survey,  Department  of 
Mines,  Ottawa,  gave  an  illustrated  talk 
on  the  Yellowknife  North-West  Ter- 
ritories. It  was  very  interesting,  but 
it  was  too  bad  that  more  didn’t  avail 
themselves  of  the  opportunity  to  hear 
it. 

Mr.  J.  Y.  Murdoch,  Honorary  Chair- 
man, will  speak  at  the  next  dinner  in 
February,  and  we  are  looking  forward 
with  great  enthusiasm  to  hearing  him. 

The  Mining  and  Metallurgical  Club 
and  the  Civil  Club  dance  will  be  held 
on  Thursday,  January  5th,  at  the  Im- 
perial Room,  Royal  York  Hotel. 
Horace  Lapp’s  Orchestra  and  the  cover 
charge  is  one  dollar  per  couple.  Make 
your  reservations  with  your  year  rep- 
resentative before  the  holidays,  and 
don’t  forget  to  save  your  pennies  for 
the  School  formal  on  January  20th. 
Everybody’s  going. 

A Merry  Christmas,  and  good  luck 
on  examinations. 

W.  C.  Atkinson, 
Chairman, 

Mining  and  Metallurgical  Club. 


ENGINEERING  PHYSICS  CLUB 

After  getting  under  way  with  our 
annual  banquet,  we  have  lined  up  four 
speakers  for  forthcoming  smokers, 
which  promises  well  for  the  next  term. 

We  are  also  trying  out  a scheme 
whereby  members  of  the  third  and 
fourth  years  will  give  short  talks  on 
their  thesis  subjects. 

And  by  the  way  don’t  fail  to  attend 
the  Post  Exam  Dance  which  we  are 
holding  in  conjunction  with  the 
Mechanical  Club  at  the  Embassy, 
Thursday,  January  5th!  Tickets  are 
only  $1.30  from  your  Club  representa- 
tive. 

So,  roll  up  boys  and  enjoy  life,  and 
meanwhile,  MERRY  XMAS. 

John  L.  Orr. 

Chairman. 


Post-Exam 

DANCE 

Mech.-Eng.  Phys.  Clubs 
EMBASSY  CLUB 

January  5 Price  $1.30  See  Year  Rep. 


